must be aware of the fact that he doesn't much like people trying to influence him.**
Her visitor nodded his head.
" I quite realise that he is a man who has to be handled tactfully. That is the very reason why I came to ask your advice. There's one thing I want to do, first of all, and that is convince you - you, personally - that I am acting solely in Gurau's own interest. I'm sorry he has taken up such an unprofitable business. I could give you figures to show you that the campaign of which he is letting himself be made the instrument - quite in good faith, of course, and with that enthusiasm, that idealism, which I should be the first to recognise in him - has nothing substantial behind it. Besides, is there anything quite pure in this world ? Is there anything quite irreproachable ? Is it the business of a man like him to play the Don Quixote ?
" Take the theatre, even. Can you imagine an actor, however high his ideals might be, who would refuse to appear on the stage until he was quite sure, down to the last centime, where the capital of the theatre came from ? For fear lest his art should be mixed up with anything in the least questionable ? The idea's laughable, isn't it ? "
He lowered his voice.
"In a man like Gurau, I imagine that his supreme ambition is to make his political ideas triumph. Isn't it ? Well, I've nothing to say against them. But just you ask the radicals, for example, where they would be, so far as their power goes, and what their programme would be worth, if they hadn't a certain backing behind them. Ask Clemenceau, for that matter. Even struggles for ideas require money - plenty of money; and good will, and support, and shoulders to the wheel, now and again. Take the opposite case. Suppose you have always against you people who possess influence in all directions — who, in certain cases, have only to raise their finger, from a distance, to be obeyed in a hurry. We needn't be melodramatic too soon. . . ."
He drew his chair closer and lowered his voice still more.

